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REMEMBER

A MEMOIR

. . .

OF SERVICE T O

MY

COUNTRY*

B Y FRANK A . SILBERMAN

I will jot down some of the things I can remember. They will not
be one thing after another as they happened, but as I can recollect.
I may jot down something that happened when I was five years old,
or tell what happened 66 years ago.1
CHILDHOOD IN

KISHINEV

I remember when I was about five years old climbing a big hill in
Kishenoff,2 where I was born. I had been climbing for some time;
my brother Jake was with me. When we got to the top of the hill I
looked around, and it seemed to me that I saw the whole world. I
asked Jake, "Is this the whole world"? He answered, "De velt is tzen
mool azoy groyz,"3 I should have liked to see a picture of myself as
I took in the answer. Little did I dream that a dozen years later I
was really to see the world.
Today, as I write, it is October 15, 1964; yet I can well remember
when my mother and my three sisters started for America. You see,
my brother Jake had left a couple of years ahead of us. He traveled
with my Uncle Shyah and my Aunt Ida. I don't remember Frima,
Ida's sister. She must have left before I did. I can remember when
we got ready to start for America, the goldina medina,4 as America
*While the author considered himself to be a veteran of the Spanish-American
War, he did not, in fact, enlist in the United States Army until some four months
after the termination of that conflict. His active combat duty was, more properly,
in the Philippine Insurrection campaign (1899-1902).
His ability to recall from memory events and details of persons and travels
after 60 and 65 years is remarkable. Checking has revealed most statements to
be remarkably accurate. Deviations from fact are for the most part trivial.
Certain of the anecdotes have been transposed to place them in better chronological order. The manuscript as published, however, still is not in strict chronological sequence, a result of the author's random recollections.
ED.
iThe editor has rearranged the manuscript to place events in chronological order
as far as possible.
2 Kishinev, Russia, site of a slaughter in 1903, which began "the four pogrom
years." During these years 410,000 Jews fled from Russia to the United States.
3 " T h e world is ten times as big."
(Yiddish)
4 The

golden country.

(Yiddish)
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was called. I was sent away to a city by the name of Beltz.® I traveled
by wagon all night and came to Beltz to a relative of my mother's
who lived there. He was a harness maker. I came to Beltz early in
the morning. I don't know how long I stayed there. Soon my mother, Lena, and my two other sisters, Katie and Shirley, came, and off
we went on a train.
I do distinctly remember that when we got aboard a train I was
pushed under the seat when the conductor came to look at the tickets.
Mother would hand me some food, and there was I contented with
my lot. I remember also when we passed a station and heard my
mother say, "Dus is Barlen." 6 I remember arriving at Liverpool; I
believe it was Liverpool; but I'm not sure that was the name. I know
we stayed there a couple of days. I remember walking around the
city during the day. Also I remember watching sheep being slaughtered.
Finally we were aboard the ship. There I was in my glory, running all over the ship. I know we stayed somewhere in the lower
deck, not being sick, always looking for something to eat. Mother
took along salami about a yard long. Climbing all over the ship I
lost my hat, and that's the way we landed in Castle Garden.
YOUTH IN NEW YORK

My Uncle Shyah came with a wagon, picked us all up, and took
us to No. 1 Forsyth Street on the sixth floor in New York.
My first day in school—not a word did I understand. My mother
told me to say "school" no matter what the teacher said to me. I
learned to count, but one number came hard to me. I would start
1 — 2 — 3 — 4 — 5, but I could not say 6, because to me 6 must be
zacks. It took me some time, but I finally got it. Multiplication
came easy to me.
I soon learned to read, and Oliver Twist was the first book I
read. The book that made the greatest impression on me was the
Life of George Washington. • I read to mother and explained the
whole story to her in yiddish.
^Possibly Belsy, a Russian town near Kishinev.
""This is Berlin."

, !
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I was just about ten years old. The first thing my brother Jake
did was to get a box with a strap attached to it and fill it with odds
and ends. He sent me to Hester Street to see what I could sell. I
made no sale that day and quit.
, Then I was introduced to selling newspapers, which I did after
school. I used to yell my head off and earned about 15 cents after
school. I carried on for several years. When about thirteen, my
father took me to a notary and swore that I was 141^, so that I could
get a job. School was out of the question. I could read and write;
what more need I learn? I liked school, but had to go to work. At
this time I read a tremendous amount—hundreds of books. My whole
life was rapt in reading. I was a dreamer, and to tell the truth I
still am.
As the years went by my mind yearned for knowledge. The only
people I envied were those who had a library. I already had a vision
of the world in general, and when I reached 15 I knew that as soon
as I was old enough I would join the Army.
ARMY

ENLISTMENT

I was 16 when the war with Spain broke out. Without saying anything to my folks I hiked to New London, Connecticut, about 14miles from Norwich, where my folks were now living. Early the next
morning I walked to Fort Trumbull, Connecticut and tried to enlist.
The sergeant looked at me and told me to go home. That was that.
I read all about military service and desired above everything else
to serve. However, I went on to New York, where I lived for about
a year, while my parents remained in Norwich. During that year I
paid back forty dollars my father had loaned to my aunt. I also paid
board for my sister Lena, who was also living in New York, as well
as my own board to my Aunt Ida. My brother Jake wasn't doing
very much. I was earning $9.80 a week working nights. At the end
of a year I saw that I was getting nowhere, so I again decided to try
to enlist in the Army. When asked when and where I was born, I
hesitated to make up a story. The recruiting officer told me to get
my first papers. I didn't want to write to my folks, knowing they
would not let me enlist because I was too young. What could I do?
I took out first citizenship papers and lied like a gentleman. I told
them.I was born in 1878, and so my discharge reads. Later on when
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I put in for a pension, I told the truth about my age. I finally enlisted on March 21, 1899.
I did not cry when I first left home knowing that I would be gone
3 years. I respected my folks. My mother never spoke a harsh word
to any of us. My father was shrewd and quickminded, had a tongue
like a razor, but was honest in his dealings with others, and did his
work with pride. He was proud of his trade.
Before leaving I decided to send home matzo for Passover which
was to be the following week. So I bought the stuff and hired a pushcart to take it to the boat to ship home. I had my brother Jake with
me and offered to push the cart half way if he would finish the other
half. He agreed, and when I did my part I said, "You take over";
and as I walked away I told him that it would be some time before
he would see me again. Then I went to an Army recruiting office
and enlisted for three years. I had just one dollar to my name. We
were each given $1.50 and the same day left for Columbus, Ohio. We
arrived there the next day. Drilling started the following day, and
we waited for assignment which came in about two weeks.
We were given the choice of two destinations, Cuba or the Philippines. I chose the latter because it was the farthest. I remember
reading that it was 10,000 miles from New York. We went to San
Francisco and camped at the Presidio a couple of miles outside of
San Francisco. There we were put in a tent, ten of us in each tent.
It had a wooden floor and a stove in the center. We slept on a mattress, ten small mattresses with feet toward the stove. Here we were
trained in the use of firearms and practiced on the target range» Also
for the first time in my life I went to a funeral. One of our men had
stuck his head in the firing range and had his head blown off. I felt
sad marching behind the band which played a funeral dirge. Coming
back from the funeral the band played a lively march, and one immediately forgot to be sad. I saw then how clever the army officers were.
I understood why.
I lived the life of Riley there. I learned how to get a double allowance at meal time. I would be in the line first, gobble my meal down,
and fall in line again before they finished serving. If I wanted a nosh,7
I would buy a glass of milk and a half pie for ten cents.
7Snack.

(Yiddish)
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Then came the first pay day. My name being in the S's I had to
wait for hours. I had then been in the Army about 6 weeks. My
first pay was a twenty dollar gold piece, and one dime and one cent.
Everyone was shooting craps, and so I joined the game. I started to
win and was doing well when the mailman came. I had a letter from
home, and in it was a plea for money. My folks knew that I was
earning only $13 a month and that I had been gone about six or seven
weeks. I went down to the post office and sent a money order for $20.
I didn't have much left, so that night I filled up on beer. But before
I took a drink, I bought a small valise. I got back to camp all right
where we stayed a few weeks longer, drilling every day and having
target practice. I took to the Army as a duck takes to water. I fell
in love with the army, liked every minute of it. In my mind I already
planned to stay all my life. I would try the three branches of service
—infantry, cavalry, and artillery. I would see which I liked best,
remain in it for 30 years, and then retire.
We left for Manila in June, reaching the Hawaiian Islands on July
4, 1899.8 There was no liberty, so I swam ashore, stayed a few minutes, and then swam back. For that I got two days in the brig in
double irons! My reason for swimming ashore was that I thought I
would never see the place. July 4 happened to be the Queen Mother's
birthday.
ARRIVAL IN THE PHILIPPINES

A few days later we left for Manila. It was quite a trip. We had
cavalry aboard, and the horses had a better berth than we had. You
see, they were below deck and we were still lower. We finally arrived
in Manila, where we went ashore for 24 hours leave. We soon sailed
for Panay; Ilo Ilo is its capital. We landed there and were assigned
to our companies. I was assigned to Co. E of the 18th Regiment.
When my name was called I yelled "Here" so loudly that they should
have heard me at home, although I was 10,000 miles away. I then
heard the sergeant say, "He will make a good soldier," which I surely
did.
We then marched to a town about a mile away. The name of the
town was Jaro Jaro. We barracked in an abandoned convent, several
sThe Spanish-American War had started on April 24, 1898. It ended on December 10, 1898.
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buildings about a hundred yards each way and a big yard inside, a
porch all around about 15 feet wide. There were lots of rooms in
the convent. Here we started our real service, for on many a morning we found a guard cut up. For the first time I became somewhat
aware that we were not on a picnic. This was no make-believe. When
I went on guard duty the following night, I was tense as I stood in
a lonely place in the woods. The slightest noise sounded as if a
whole regiment were marching. A cocoanut falling from a tree and
I was sure someone was creeping up. So there I was all eyes and
ears. I stood with my back to a tree, on the alert and as awake as I
ever was in my whole life. Believe me, when I heard my relief coming I felt a mighty relief in me. All of a sudden I felt strong and real
good. Boy! when I went to sleep right afterwards I slept like a log,
until I was awakened again to take guard. When morning would
co.me, my heart was light and gay. Life was a pleasure, and it was
good to be alive. I liked to drill. I liked everything about the service. Sometimes the enemy would fire some shots during the day,
but we paid no attention. I felt like a veteran already. Then guard
duty became more dangerous. From time to time we would find another guard cut up terribly. Then a plan had to be found. For a
while I talked and talked about having two guards at a time, and so
it came about that we stood back to back on guard. That made it
much easier and safer. We were regular soldiers. Soon we were
joined by a volunteer regiment. They were the 26th Volunteers and
were "Mr. McKinley's own." We would look at them with scorn.
What did they know? From our viewpoint nothing. It was November 1899, in the early part of the month, when the first expedition
was started by the 26th Volunteers. They went out at dawn, came
back the same day — result: one wounded.
We regulars paid no attention, because we knew that we were soon
to start on a campaign that would last some time. In the meantime
something happened that caused a little change in our plans. The
insurrectos as we called them had been firing at us for several days.
There is a river in the town of Jaro Jaro that we had to cross to take
over some of the heavy artillery. So we started to build a bridge out
of bamboo. We would cut a quantity of bamboo stalks and tie them
together. We made quite a number of bundles and tied them with
cables; then we tied one end straight across to the other side. We
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were doing pretty well, but at times they opened fire. We would
duck under the water and rise again and continue our work. We
would laugh and joke about them missing so much; but it was no
joke to some, as one o£ our newly elected officers was hit while crossing and died. We crossed over and camped there overnight. Since
we couldn't find any enemy, we came back. Apparently they had
cleared out. About a week later we really started out. We were
given two days' rations and pulled out at dawn. The enemy was well
aware of all our movements, because we couldn't tell one native from
another. We had a couple of squads a quarter of a mile in advance.
Everybody felt well; myself, I was in high spirits. I was feeling fine
and raring to go.
I must go back a little about standing guard. We had a guard
post that was only a few hundred yards from the enemy post. T o get
there we had to creep slowly a couple of hundred feet to get as near
as we dared. When we got there we whispered our signal. I didn't
like it much, but there was no help for it; so I took part the last
few nights before we left. The worst strain of all was lying still and
listening with all your might.
I might also tell about target practice. The longest distance we
fired was 700 yards. I made only 2 hits, but it wasn't so bad; that
was 2 hits out of 5 shots. Unfortunate accidents happened' on the
rifle range. We would shift around. First I would go out to the
target range behind a pile of sandbags and mark whatever hits they
made, always cautioned to remain behind the sandbags. When my
turn to shoot came, someone else would stay behind the sandbags and
mark the score. On one such occasion when it was my turn to shoot,
I was not the only one shooting. Suddenly a flag began to wave
frantically. So we stopped shooting and went up to see what the
trouble was. What had happened was that one of the markers had
stuck his head out while one of us fired, and he was hit plumb in the
head. I don't have to tell you how I felt when we looked at his brains
oozing out. We took him back to the barracks. After that they were
careful when not to expose themselves.
L I F E ON P A N A Y

We stayed for a few months in Jaro Jaro, which is a small town
not far from Ilo Ilo, the capital of the Island Panay. Jaro Jaro is

I Remember .

197

pronounced Haro Haro. I stayed on that island for over two years.
Our barracks was a large square building. Inside was a court with
wide verandas all around. In the center there was a cistern to collect
the rain from the roof.
It was a pleasant place with the usual big church in the center of
the town. The priests did not like us because we did not salute them.
They complained to our general, so he told the priests that he himself had trouble getting salutes from us. Also in the center of the
town there was a place where a man could be locked in stocks; that
is, he would sit down and his hands and feet were locked in. What
it was for I did not know. I suppose for stealing or other offenses.
Also, in the cemetery there were bones of people who had been
buried. When the relatives could not pay the rent, the bodies were
taken out and thrown in the corner. You see, they were interred in
the wall, not in the ground. That was the only cemetery where
I saw the bodies in the corner. It must have been a very old cemetery.
In fact, where the wall was broken you could see parts of the bodies.
We had no men's room. So a board was spread near a little stream.
But there were times when men had to run when firing started, even
if not quite through. We had quite a joke about this which I can't
very well jot down.
Except for that, life was pleasant in the little town. But we soon
came upon serious business. In the latter part of November, 1899
we set out on the main trip. Many of us did not sleep much the
night before. I was on edge, because I knew that this was it. I knew
that many of us would be killed and many wounded. There was an
advance guard ahead of us, and we were also flanked on either side.
The enemy was well prepared for us, and we knew it. We hadn't
gone more than a few miles when the firing opened up. We soon
caught up with our own advance guard; they were all killed by the
volley from the Filipinos.
Picture me walking by them lying on the ground with their eyes,
staring wide open. We then got the command to fire at will. That
order means take what shelter you can, and you are on your own.
We deployed. We were all shouting because, when we charged, we
were supposed to make all the noise we could. Instead of seeking
shelter I stayed upright and began firing. We could see the enemy
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scattering hell-bent to get away. All of a sudden Sergeant Watson
shouted at me to get behind a tree and not to be a fool. Leaping
across a trench we moved on. We lost about forty of our men killed
and wounded, but they lost hundreds. I saw the bodies huddled in all
kinds of positions; one had his head blown off completely. But the
enemy fled; they burned a main bridge, which stalled us.
In the meantime another trouble started. We had hired Chinese
to carry the wounded and dead to the rear. But they were scared and
dropped the bodies and fled, so we had to do the work ourselves.
1 got more courage from Colonel Rice; I think that was his name, but
am not sure. He was clamly sitting on a horse directing the moves.
Also I got courage watching the doctor moving from soldier to soldier,
dressing their wounds and acting as if nothing was wrong. We camped
that night and the next day we marched on. But the enemy had
disappeared. You see there are many mountains, and walking meant
climbing up and down and crossing streams.
We came back to Ilo Ilo to rest after our first battle. Army life
was a cinch compared to what we had been through. One thing we
learned, to travel light. We carried only a canteen, a hammock and
two days' rations—no more knapsack. We did carry a bag on our
left side for provisions, a poncho in case of rain; and if we had to
camp overnight on the field we would make a dog-house out of two
ponchos. They were so made that we could put them together so
that they would become a tent which we called a dog-house. Soon we
got ready for the great expedition which was under Captain Gordon,
who later became famous in Mexico in 1916 as General Gordon.
EXPEDITION

The expedition was under Captain Gordon. We started at about
2 A.M. and traveled with a guide. I can tell you that to me it was
thrilling. I could walk day and night without rest. At dawn we
stopped to make breakfast. We started a small fire to make coffee.
As the water began to boil we were attacked, and one of the bullets
went through the coffee pot. It was a big pot, so we cursed. We had
no coffee that morning and a cold breakfast. We then continued on
our way. It was mountain after mountain. There was no end to
them. When we passed barrios or villages we burned them down and
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destroyed the rice, for if we didn't the insurrectors would take them.
I didn't like the idea at all, so I hit upon a plan. When I came to a
house and explained to them what we were going to do, I told them
in broken Spanish to hide most of the bags of rice. I forget now the
few words I knew then, but anyway they thanked me. Remember I
was only eighteen then and I had not yet become hardened as I did
later on.
That first night as we got ready to camp, they opened fire again.
Luckily we passed an old church with cement walls, and in we
tumbled. It was getting dark, and we knew it was useless to chase
them then. So we lay on the floor and said let them shoot all they
want to. They did fire for a while, and then tired of it.
In the morning we started on again, still climbing hill after hill.
The only one who rode was the captain. The scenery was wonderful.
We would see natives carrying two baskets on a stick across their
shoulders. I tried to carry one, and the natives laughed. I couldn't do
it because you have to balance perfectly. Either shoulder must carry
the same weight, and you must know how to walk just right, so that
you won't feel the weight. I learned after a while.
We passed through a valley where tradition has it that a whole
regiment of Spanish soldiers was wiped out. I could readily see how
it could be done. There was also another tradition that there was gold
to be found there, and, believe it or not, some of our men tried to
mine in the old way. That is, by a pail or rather a pan. They would
fill it with water and slowly rock it back and forth to see if there was
any gold dust. I don't remember if they found any. Climbing, always
climbing. Finally we reached the top, and immediately started down
the other side. That was a relief. We made good headway. Then
trouble started. There was nothing in sight, but all the while we were
hiking we kept our eyes glued to the top of the mountain. About
noon, as we crossed a flat piece of land the enemy opened up on us.
I was a couple of hundreds of yards ahead of the rest of the company
walking with Sergeant Watson. I liked him. Immediately I dropped
to the ground, but the Sergeant stood up. Turning to me he said
that I had better join the company, while he walked on. I must have
beaten the world's record for speed. I raced back to join them, while
the sergeant sedately walked ahead. Then we all went up to the top;
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nothing but empty shells. We got used to that after a while and continued on our expedition.
All this time we were walking in a narrow line alongside the mountain just a couple abreast. Then it happened again. There was a
lone sharpshooter up a tree, and his shot took effect. One of our men
was hit, and the shot was fatal. We could not see anyone. We immediately made a makeshift litter to carry the body and took turns
carrying him. Meanwhile Sergeant Watson, I hope I have his name
right, stopped and looked carefully around and spied the one who
fired. It was long-range shooting, but he was a marksman. He got him
on the first shot.
We finally reached the village at the bottom of the mountain. The
village was on the waterfront, and the wall of the mountain reached
up I don't know how many thousands of feet. We quickly found a
village carpenter, who made a coffin, but when we put the soldier in
the coffin it was too low, and his body protruded. The carpenter had
to raise the walls until it was high enough, and we buried the soldier
then and there.
At one time while hiking we were as usual attacked from a height.
So we spread out on the road and fired only when we saw who to
fire at. It didn't last long. That was the only time I was hit, but it
was a spent bullet. We were lying down near what shelter we could
find. The bullet hit my shoulder. It felt like a heavy blow. I picked
up the bullet, and I remember taking it home. I showed it to my
parents after I was discharged. The six-week expedition was one of
the best trips I ever made. The town where we buried our comrade
I can never forget. The mountain that rose straight up for thousands
of feet was a sight to see. From there to the ocean was only about
two hundred yards. One can imagine the grandeur of the place.
L I F E IN T H E F I E L D

We did not stay long at that place but continued on. I had been
in the service about a year and a half and felt fine. Only eighteen
more months to go. Each morning we would sing out how much
more time we had to serve. We had a man in our company who had
only a few more months before retiring with thirty years service. We
.all looked up to him. I had a midnight watch that night, and as I
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stood looking around I thought to myself what a peaceful night. How
peaceful; I had no fear—I felt secure in myself. I knew my work;
I took pride in it; I was content. About that time, when we got back
to Ilo Ilo, I had never been so fit, so lean and hard, and with so good
an appetite. What more does a person want? I kept away from sex,
because I knew the danger of disease. I saw too much sickness around
us. One fellow in particular had contracted leprosy. His face and
hands were unmarked, but his body was covered. I don't know what
happened to him. He was sent away. Even then I had read a medical book which is to this day authoritative.
I liked to hike and volunteered all the time. Once while I was
walking No. 1 post, we heard the news that President McKinley had
been shot. We put the flag at half mast.9
Many towns that we passed were guarded; that is, the whole town
was surrounded with sticks of bamboo, and mighty sharp they were
too. I recall once when a squad of us, that means eight, were searching for insurrectos. We stopped in a little bario. There was the
usual little church, but no priest as no town could afford one. Well,
that week we lived the life of Riley—chicken every day. We caught
them and kept them in the confession booth. At the end of the week
the one who was in charge of the place came and pleaded that we
should pay. I asked quanto valle (how much) ? He said uno pesato,
that is about 15 cents for each chicken. That was easy. We paid
him, and all was roses. That was the general price, we were told.
Market day was a sight to see. The farmers came from all directions,
and you could buy most anything very cheap. Mostly when we traveled now it was just a squad. They always asked for volunteers, and
I was the first one to volunteer. It meant no guard duties, no drilling, no fatigue duties, and no kitchen police, so what more did I want?
This was the life, and this was my life.
We had a 2nd lieutenant with us one day as we rowed across a river.
"Just think," said the lieutenant, "what a chance to be cut down by
the insurrectos!" Not by a long shot, I said, we could easily swim
across. We might get a little bit wet. I felt cocky, the world looked
good to me. I had no fear, but I was not reckless.
President William McKinley was shot in Buffalo, New York on September 6,
1901. He died on September 14.
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On the way back, this time we were staying in a town called 'Sarah', or so it seemed to me. I remember that day walking No. 1 post
when we were attacked. No. 1 post is just in front of the post. As I
gave the alarm, the troops started out to meet the insurrectos. For a
moment I almost left my post and started to follow, but I remembered
that I was on duty. Boy, I would have been shot for leaving my post
without being properly relieved! I envied the gang going out, and
here was I walking my post.
I recollect one night on duty walking around the square. It was
raining and I had my poncho half on. I couldn't see much, when I
almost ran plumb into an hombre. I hollered "alto." He stopped.
I had my gun, and I almost shot him. I found out that he lived nearby. I told him to vamoose. There was a big square in the center
of the town. All towns had a big square, the richer ones living there.
I would like to describe how the women dressed. The dress was not
sewed, but wrapped around their waists, barefooted all of them. The
waist was simple. The shacks were very simply made. No nails,
bamboo poles. Four were stuck in the ground, and the shacks were
built about eight feet from the ground on bamboo poles, and the
roof covered with leaves, while the caribou (carabao), that is an oxlike creature, stayed underneath in the mud. They had rings through
their noses, tied with a rope. They did the plowing and everything
else. Most of the land was controlled by those who had haciendas, I
mean plantations, and the people worked there. The standard pay
when I was there was about ten cents a day. When we got there the
government paid out a dollar a day. That was fine, but then trouble
started. Why should they work every day when they could make
enough in one day to last a week? The best of it was that not everyone worked for the government. Food was very cheap. I would go
down to the market and listen to them bargaining for some rice. I
once watched an old couple arguing for a small dish of rice. I liked
that old couple, so I walked over and picked up a peck, which was
six times as much as they were trying to buy. I paid for it and gave
it to them. How they thanked me for it. The one who ran the store
looked at me, trying to make out what kind of fool I was.
Once I was sent out to destroy a hut when we were looking for
insurrectos. This was so that they would have no place to stay or
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food to eat. I would tell them to hide the rice; I couldn't see them
go without food. You must remember I was still a kid. I hadn't
even started to shave.
INSURRECTOS

The main body of insurrectos were scattered all over the islands.
Our job was to bring them in, and when we got a rumor of some more
in such and such a place, off we would go looking for them. In the
woods we would find signs nailed on trees offering us a hundred
dollars a month to desert and go over to them as officers. There
were rumors that some did go, I'm not sure. Remember, a hundred
a month in gold at that time was a lot of money, as we were getting
$15 war service. At times a squad would go out looking for ladrones,
meaning thieves, robbers, and so on. We generally got them, but not
alive. I remember several such raids. There was one particular group
who were really tough. They would come into a barrio and clean
the place up like they used to do in olden times in the West. As
always, I volunteered. We didn't worry for food, we could always
manage. Finally, we caught up to them. They were on top of a hill
as usual. We divided our eight men, for that is all we had. Two
flanked on each side and four straight up, and we started up the
hill. I was on the right flank. As we were half way up, the four
started shooting. I shouted to them that they were firing toward us
when all at once I spied the ladrones on top of the hill. They were
running. I believe that we all caught sight of them at the same time.
Our first volley got them, and we charged up the hill. They were
scattered close by. The leader in particular was a powerfully built
man. He looked dangerous even dead. Half of his head was blown
away. I'm sure several of us must have got him at the same time.
I made a rush for his hat. It was like, or something like, the Germans
used to wear in the cavalry. Before I reached him one of the squad,
a French fellow named Santere, picked me up by the scruff of the
neck and with his other hand picked up the hat. I was helpless in
his grip, so I picked up his shoulder strap. I have since lost it. I
liked Santere; he was a good-natured giant. One sad thing—among
the ladrones there was a woman, and she too was dead. We were
highly elated when we got back and reported what had happened.

204

Rhode Island, Jewish

Historical

Notes

As I write my mind goes back to the expedition and what took
place. So many things happened that I have to stop and think. As
the expedition progressed, things happened. It began to wear on
the involved. A full company represented 128 men. We started with
a full company. Slowly some of our men were worn out, and we had
to ship them back by boat. You can imagine that when we hiked
over 30 miles in one day many dropped out. By the time we had
finished only 32 of us completed the expedition. As usual, I never
felt better in my life. We all looked like tramps marching into the
barracks. I had a picture taken when we got back, but I have not
found it. That expedition made me a soldier. I knew my work and
gloried in it. All the time while in the service I read everything I
could get hold of. One day while sitting and thinking I recalled the
things I thought when I was ten years old, and that was all I wanted
was to sit among people who studied all the time. Nothing else
mattered. Even at age 12 or 13 I saw the greediness in the world.
I couldn't understand why people would sell whiskey, for I would
see many a drunkard staggering around on the Bowery. We lived
only a few blocks away.
Later I began to tackle the classics. Before I was 15 I had read
Ivanhoe, and there I began to dream of castles and knights in golden
armor. But when I read Sartor Resartus by Carlyle I began to think
differently. That book is about a king dressed in ordinary clothes.
What a difference! So I remembered having read somewhere in the
Talmud the phrase mulbish arzeeman, which means something about
honor in clothes. I remember exactly.
PHILIPPINE

HISTORY

A little history of the Philippines. In 1500 Magellan sailed around
the world. It took three years. When he landed in the Philippines,
he was killed on the Island of Nigro (Negros), I believe that's the
name. The Islands have been ruled by the Spaniards for the last
three hundred years. When we got there, the conditions were deplorable. Most of them worked on plantations, or haciendas as they were
called. The main dish was rice. They certainly knew how to cook
rice. They would dig a hole about a foot deep, then build a fire.
When the wood became red hot, they would put the iron pot in,
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filled with rice. Then' they would cover it with leaves; and when
the rice was finished, the whole family would sit in a circle, dip their
hands in, and take out a handful of rice and eat. They would keep
the thumb underneath for the purpose of pushing the rice in their
mouths. The rice tasted very good. I tried it. In their homes, they
had a little fireplace for cooking the rice. In fact, it wasn't cooked,
it was steamed. The rice was in the natural state, not like the kind
we buy.
Many soldiers died of a sickness called beri beri. Many died from
fever. Many got sick from diseases from the women who did not
know how to take care of themselves. I do not have to mention the
different diseases they caught. The hospitals were full of them, but
not I. You see, before we left San Francisco for the Orient, a government doctor gave a lecture on the danger of disease and told the
men to be careful. In fact, certain stuff was put in our coffee for the
purpose of lessening one's desire for the opposite sex. I have forgotten the name of that stuff.10 But it was not of much help for the
majority. The nature of soldiers in foreign countries is the same.
One has but to read history. Whenever troops landed in any country
and stayed some time, many births would occur sired by the foreign
army. In order to make their skin light, the native women would
put flour on their faces. Some of them were a sight. Oh, there were
pretty women among them. The prettiest were the mestizas; they
were a mixture of Spanish and native. In their youth they blossomed
with their melting dark eyes, their brown complexions, and soft skin,
Their bodies were short and plump, but soon they would become
fat and out of shape. At age 30 they would lose their charm and
become a lump, no grace, or anything else.
Now back to hiking and hunting for guns. Perhaps I'd better tell
how it all came about. You see, when we landed in the Philippines
our government handed out thousands of guns to the Filipinos to
help us lick the Spaniards. When that was accomplished and we
asked for the return of our guns, the natives turned around and
fought us. They then had the means to fight, so it was our job
to recapture them. How long did it take? The Philippine insurrec10 Saltpeter (potassium nitrate). It has no value as an anaphrodisiac, and probably never in fact was used. This is a perennial barrack room folk tale.
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tion and the Spanish War lasted from 1898 to 1902. It was guerrilla
warfare, and that is the hardest kind of fighting. It meant chasing
them all the time, and we got the guns back piecemeal. Near the end
they came in by the hundreds, because we offered them $15 for each
gun they brought in. At one time after a few hundred surrendered,
we shipped the men to another island. I happened to be one of the
guards on the boat. The natives are great gamblers, and we liked
to gamble too. We played monte carlo. I won $70, picture that! Our
pay was $15.60 a month wartime service, and there I was rich. One
part of it was heartrending and that was separating the men from
their women. But I consoled myself with the thought that they would
find means of joining one another.
CAMPAIGNING

Varied indeed, was my experience. Once on a hike, traveling as a
squad, we were hunting and searching for natives who had guns.
We would hear a rumor and off we would go, going through the
forest. We spied a native campfire. They were making breakfast.
We gave them one volley, and that was that. We had become good
shots and did not miss. We had really become hardened to all kinds
of sights. So "we sat down and finished the mud (coffee). We left
the bodies there. We had to be hard. The reason was this. We
would be walking along, a shot was fired, and one of our men was
killed. We would look around, and all we could see was a lone
native plowing, no one else around. For a long time we were puzzled.
Finally we got wise after losing some more of our men. The natives
would shorten the barrels of the guns and carry them under their
shirts. They would fire, slip the guns under shirts, and keep plowing.
After that when we saw a native plowing, we would shoot first and
then look. One other thing. They had a marvelous way of hiding
their guns. We would hunt all over the house and not find a gun.
Where the devil did they hide it. We began to get suspicious. We
knew the gun was there, but where? Then a thought came to me.
You see, they pound their own rice. They have a log about five feet
long, hollowed, like a shissel11 in the center. They would put in some
rice, and pound it with a club about 4 feet long. The center of the
"Yiddish for pot.
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club was thinned down, so that they could grasp it in their hands
and beat the rice, shifting from one hand to the other. Underneath
the log they hollowed out the ground enough to hide a gun. So now
we knew where to look, and many a gun we found.
Back to the expedition again. On the way back to the barracks,
we brought a prisoner who made no bones about what he was. We
could not get any information from him. We tried the water cure.
It didn't work. You may have read about the water cure. It is not
pleasant. The method is simple. We would take 2 bullets and force
them between his teeth so that he couldn't close his mouth. Then
we would pour water down his throat. That did no good; he would
not tell us anything. He stayed in prison for quite a while, and to
tell the truth we began to like and admire him. I have seen perfectly
built men, many of them, but the prisoner was outstanding. When
it was my turn to guard him, I would think that I wouldn't want to
meet him alone, without a gun. He was a fierce looking hombre,
meaning man. Finally he turned sick, so we released him. As he
walked out, he had a quiet smile on his face. I have never forgotten
him. and it is now over 65 years.
Another time we were taking some prisoners across a lake. They
were rowing, I was sitting at the stern, and faced them with my gun
across my knees. The water was choppy. If they only knew how
seasick I was, they could have knocked me over with a feather! I
just sat there hoping that I wouldn't throw up. I managed to hold
on until we crossed over, and I brought them in. I would like to
describe how these boats are built. The way they are made they cannot sink—a long boat with two extensions reaching out on either
side (i.e. outriggers). The extensions are made of bamboo. No
matter how they rock they cannot turn over. The one I was in was
just a long boat with no extensions.
L O C A L CUSTOMS

What do they raise in that country? Hemp, rice, sugar, tobacco,
and cattle—not much in horses. Their houses are small and airy. In
their markets they have all kinds of fruit. Bananas are called "sogging." The fruit I liked best was the mango, a yellow fruit, the size
and shape of a flat potato, delicious to the tongue. I used to eat them
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by the dozen. The stone inside is large and flat. There is also a fruit
called breadfruit. It was like a watermelon and not bad to the taste.
But other things they sold in the markets would make you sick to see
and sicker to see them swallow them. There were small baskets full
of black bugs. That was a delicious morsel! I watched them swallow
them. They ate them with great delight. I didn't watch for long, because I couldn't stand it. But after all you must remem'ber that they
were a primitive people.
In spite of their religion they were cruel in their method of killing
their chickens. They would strike them on the head and start pulling
off the feathers before they were dead. I watched them. They were
absolutely indifferent to the suffering of the poor chickens. I watched
them once they were trying to kill a cow. They kept slashing away
with their bolos. They had the poor cow tied up. I got angry and
went over and shot the animal. They immediately stuck a knife in
the mouth so that the animal would bleed to death quicker. On one
forage we commandeered a herd of cattle and had some natives drive
them in for us. That must have saved the government something
on food.
The natives could not always wait for marriage. In small barrios
couples would live together and children were born. When the priest
would travel by, he would marry them and that was that.
While searching in one place, the floor slats gave way. Down I
went through the floor and landed in a puddle, but remained standing. I don't remember whether I swore or not, but perhaps I did.
The weather always being hot, I soon felt comfortable again. One
reason for this was because I wore socks in my shoes. That kept my
feet from getting irritated.
We were moved to another barracks on one occasion. It was a nice
place, and for a couple of weeks we enjoyed staying there; but all of a
sudden we were told to get out in 15 minutes and we did. The reason was that some of our boys got sick all of a sudden with malarial
fever. Too many were getting sick. The reason was the place where
we stayed was near a hospital ward and a fever ward at that. I was
lucky as usual, but I did feel lazy while we were there. Felt a lot
better when we moved from there.
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TREASURE HUNT

Whenever we moved into a town we always quartered in a church
if we were to stay a while. The names of the places I have long since
forgotten. We were about 40 miles from Ilo Ilo. My nature being
sentimental and having read a lot, I conceived the idea of hunting
for treasure. I broached the subject to a couple of friends and then
came questions — where to look? The answer was simple — right
here. In front of the altar we began to remove the bricks. They
were red bricks. While some of us worked, the rest watched us, making all kinds of remarks. I believe that most of the boys were Protestants. One was a Catholic, and he protested that it wasn't right.
We paid no attention and continued to remove one stone after another. I was sure we would find something of value. After a couple
of stones we came upon a coffin. The excitement grew, and we removed the cover. Nothing but bones. It must have been a good
many years since the burial. What was left was the skeleton, and
even that fell apart. Nothing there of any value. All this work for
imzist12—that's for nothing. We put everything back in place.
We had been here about a month and had run out of tobacco. We
collected some money and four of us set out in a cart for Ilo Ilo.
When we got there, the first thing we did was to go to a restaurant
and have a real meal. Then we procured supplies and went back.
Life was soft for a while, but it did not last too long. We embarked
for another town soon. I volunteered for the trip for scout duty.
That was my delight, walking all day. But this time we ran into
a snag. We had filled our canteens as usual. But we now needed
water. There was no stream, no house, nobody at all. So finally we
rested at the bottom of a hill and discussed what to do next. The
fact was that the boys were ready to drop from sheer exhaustion. But,
believe it or not, I was still full of pep, so I told them I would walk
up the hill. It was more like a little mountain. When I reached
the top, I looked around,
I had taken a half dozen canteens with
me just in case. I saw water, so I called down and told them to wait,
that I would fill the canteens and bring them down, which I did. We
then marched on and came to an abandoned house. In fact it was
an abandoned barrio. We found a place to stay for the night. But
12 Yiddish:

wasted effort; all for nothing.
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the mosquitos knew better. We soon found out why the place was
abandoned. It seemed to us that this was hell. All of our lives we
had never seen a place like it. How we got through that night I
really don't know. And so we named that place Mosquito Town. Oh,
there are plenty of mosquitos in the Philippines, but not like that.
We all used nets when we slept. We would put them over our hammocks and sleep as soundly as logs.
MANILA

I often think of the great thrill I felt when we sailed from Honolulu to Manila. It was surely a long trip of thousands and thousands
of miles. We had nothing to do but watch the waves rolling along.
The waves seemed gentle and soft. They would rise to a tremendous
height and so would the ship roll along, rising and settling. As you
walked toward the bow of the ship, as the bow was lifting, you would
seem to be pushed back, forcing you to slow up. On the other hand,
when the bow dropped, you would be running as down a hill. I often
would lie flat on my stomach at the bow of the ship and enjoy myself very much. Once sailing from Manila to Panay Island, we
all expressed wonder at the calm sea—it was like glass, so smooth,
so calm, and serene. Years later I understood why Manila was called
The Pearl of the Orient. It surely was.
I would not know Manila if I went there now. But all I can remember is the main street along the waterfront, ships tied to the
docks, and natives loading and unloading. But I did notice how they
kept tab of the sacks being loaded. Every time a sack was loaded
or unloaded the native would get some kind of a tag which he put
in his pocket. They were pretty fast, so it must have been piece work.
Life there in general went on peacefully. People did not hurry except as I have described. It was fascinating to watch a boat full of
fishermen paddling in unison; their strokes were even and regular
and at times you could hear them singing as they were paddling their
oars.
Their main tool was the bolo. With it they could clear a forest,
chop down bamboo trees, build their houses, crack open cocoanuts.
How they could climb the cocoanut trees! They chopped notches
as they climbed, and up they would go like a monkey. The native
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drink is called tuba,13 the sap from a tree. Believe me! one who
drank too much tuba would become three sheets in the wind. They
also made a kind of drink from rice. Tuba did not taste bad, but
one could get fooled by it.
Strange part of it is that in a climate like that of Manila or the
rest of the Islands with time on their hands men will naturally have
a desire for a drink. Where does one go to when ashore? T o the
nearest bar-room. If three or four went together, one would set up
the drinks, the next one would follow, and the next, and so on. By
the time they were ready to order dinner, all were in a good mood
and real pals.
INCIDENTS

I am reminded of an incident that occurred on Panay. We were
hiking home from a trip, a successful one at that. We had a corporal
with us who was silent most of the time. He did his duty well. There
had been quite a lot of fighting, and we were coming back in a jubilant mood. As we got to the barracks something went wrong with
him. He became berserk, and grabbed his gun and began shooting
in all directions. We jumped him, tied him up, and took him away.
What happened to him, I don't remember.
I distinctly recall an event that occurred when I was in Jaro Jaro.
We were stationed there on and off, when we were not chasing the
insurrectos or ladrones. While walking on the main street I saw an
enlisted man (a sergeant I believe) talking to an officer. Suddenly
the officer raised his hand and slapped the sergeant. Then the officer
leaned back and put his hand on his gun. The officers always carried revolvers. I stood there and watched the two facing each other.
I knew, of course, that had the soldier put his hand to his gun the
officer would have killed him then and there. I do not know what
they said to each other. But I did know that the sergeant was a better man than the officer. The lieutenant was just a shavetail, and
we did not have much use for them, even if they had graduated from
West Point. I waited for what was to follow. Standing erect, the
sergeant raised his hand, saluted, and quietly said, "Thank you, sir."
"Fermented juice of the cocoanut palm. Stored in a tube cut from a section
of bamboo.
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What happened later I can't recall; I can still visualize the two of
them facing each other with the officer's hand on his revolver. It
could well be that later on the tables were turned. It was well known
that some of the officers had been killed while engaged in battles, and
it was not always from the enemy guns.
I am writing about stories that one heard at the front. I can't
vouch for them, but I do believe such things happened, especially in
the case of a certain general on Luzon Island. On the other hand,
we had an officer in our company who marched with us, hour after
hour, carrying a rifle on his shoulder, as if he was on parade ground.
We tired and carried our rifles anyway we felt like, but not our officer.
Straight as a die he marched with us for miles on end. I believe we
named him the "Dynamite Cruiser." He was good, and we liked him
very much, he was a soldier from head to foot. I can't recall his name.
He was not afraid and did not ask us to do what he would not do
himself.
One never knows whom one might meet. We had been hiking for
some time. There were only two of us. I thought I would like to
buy some eggs. As we passed a little house, I spied an old man sitting quietly and smoking. So I approached him and in broken Spanish asked him if he had some eggs to sell. He looked at me for a
moment, and then said in English, "Im sorry, son, I haven't any."
He spoke perfect English. Then he told us about his life—he had
spent 40 years traveling all over the world and finally settled down.
He was a little dried up fellow but clean and friendly. We had quite
a talk. I had then been in the islands almost 2 years.
There were rumors and rumors about going to China, and we
hoped we would be sent there. For Russia was having a revolution,
and soon several countries would be attacking China. Every day we
heard rumors to that effect, but we did not go. Of course China lost;
there were too many countries against her. China had to pay a big
indemnity. The name of that war was called The Boxer Rebellion. 14
I saw the arms they fought with. The blade was four feet long and
the handle equally as long. I saw them in a museum. I wouldn't
want to face one of them. The Boxers, as they were called, were al" B o x e r Rebellion lasted from June to August 1900.
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most giants in stature. They lived in the northern part of China.
From that time the Empress lost what she had. She had ruled with
an iron hand. The capital was Pekin.
CAPIZ

One of our most important trips was to Capiz on Panay, a large
city alongside of a river. It flowed full stream, for if you dived in and
started to swim across, you would land about fifty feet downstream.
I soon found that out. Being a strong swimmer, I enjoyed fighting
the tide; but in spite of my efforts, I landed some distance below.
Before we arrived at Capiz we stayed in a small town about two
miles distant. I can't recall its name. It was also near a river where
we went swimming every day. One day there was fight among the
natives, and one of them disappeared. I knew the man, a young boy
pleasant and easy-going. Rumor had it that he was a spy for the insurrectos. The people in town knew it. The result was that while I was
swimming I spied a body floating. I had never seen a drowned man
floating before. His face was iblown up round like a rubber ball, no
shape of nose or anything. It was as if someone pumped it full of air
under pressure. Not a pleasant sight I assure you. I had seen many dead
ones and was used to that, but not a drowned body. T o tell the
truth, I didn't care to see any more of that kind.
Capiz was a nice city. I went horseback riding and enjoyed riding
around the town. It was a busy city with lots of things going on.
Everybody smoked, male and female, young and old; and all are
gamblers. On Sundays they would watch cock fights. They would
fasten a three-inch blade to the leg of each rooster and make them
fight until one was killed. The natives bet on the game. I didn't
care for that, so I just watched it once.
The best rope comes from Manila. That is why, when one speaks
of rope, it is always Manila rope. Manila rope was well known all
over the world. All sailing ships from all parts of the world used it.
I believe our Navy used it too. There were many redwood trees on
the island. Germany had a foothold there too. I saw lots of merchandise marked from Germany. Many Chinese had businesses there,
and I even met some Greeks who had small businesses. Of course

214

Rhode Island, Jewish

Historical

Notes

the Japanese were there in great numbers. They were doing lots of
fishing; but in the main, they were taking soundings; that is, finding
out how deep the water was around the coast. Later on this was verified during World War II. I learned more of this later when I joined
the Navy.
T o check the length of time of Capt. Gordon's expedition I looked
up my discharge papers. It reads that the main part of it lasted from
May 6, 1900 to May 15, 1900, but after that we continued on to other
places. In all it took six weeks. The main trip, that is, Captain
Gordon's expedition, lasted only nine days. That trip was through
Antique Province.
I recall one trip we took at night in the town where we were stationed. I believe that there were three of us. As usual a rumor came
to us about one fellow we were looking for. We knew the house in
which he lived. It was a starry night, the weather as usual was fine.
I remember crossing some rice paddies, leaping from one to another.
We came to the house, knocked and entered. The lady of the house
was sitting and knitting, saying nothing. We began our search and
hunted all over without success. Finally we sat down and waited.
Two sat on chairs, while I sat on the floor with my head resting on a
sack of rice right beneath the table. We talked and tried to find out
when he would be back, but the lady did not know. So we got up
and left. The next day we found out that he was there all the time;
where did he hide? In back of the rice sacks. If I were alone, I
never would have been able to come back, for he could have easily
cut my head off.
I just had about finished two years of service when a letter came
from home. I very seldom would hear from my folks. They had
moved from Norwich, Connecticut to Colchester, Connecticut on a
farm at that. What did they want? Gelt.15 They wanted to buy a
horse and wagon. How much I sent them I really can't remember,
but it was enough to buy a horse and wagon. I then began to dream
of coming home to a farm, for I had always liked farming. But alas!
it wasn't to be that way. For when I did come home they were living
in Providence, Rhode Island.
"Money.

(Yiddish)
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GUARDING THE P A Y

CHEST

One night two of us were assigned the duty of sitting in a room
with guns on our knees, meditating about what to do with so much
money, if it were ours. In my mind I had bought out the whole town. I
had a very interesting novel with me, so I started to read. Before I
knew it, it was time for me to be relieved; but I was very much interested in the story. So I woke up my relief and told him to go back
to sleep. I said I wanted to finish the story. I did double duty, but
I finished the story.
GOING

HOME

There was now rumor after rumor about going home. At that time
I had two years service, but it was another four months before we
actually left for home. Some remained behind, the reason being that
foreign service counted double time for retirement. That meant that
if one stayed there 15 years, it would mean 30 and eligibility to retire.
Had I stayed there I would have been only 33 years old and able to
retire.
We left for the U.S.A. after 2 years and 4 months of service. When
we arrived at San Francisco, we stayed only a short time and then
left for Cheyenne, Wyoming. We went to Fort D. A. Russell. I remained there until I was discharged on March 20, 1902. One is discharged a day earlier; that is the rule. I had a wonderful time there.
Life was a cinch. We were well fed. Only guard duty, fatigue duty,
kitchen police. Drill as usual. Winter was coming on, and we were
given winter clothes. For guard duty at night we wore a fur coat
made from bear skin. Believe me, it was heavy. I used to put the
butt of the gun in my pocket, and as I wore heavy mittens I was
really comfortable. Every half hour we used to call out the hour, and
it went something like this: "Half past two and all is well!" Around
the officers' homes we would shout at the top of our voices. I used
to shout something like: "Half past two and cold as hell!" The cavalry
which had been riding about the post for 2 hours found it difficult
to dismount as it was so cold. It was at times 40 below zero. But the
air was so dry that you didn't mind it much. I would walk out without a hat, but I was cautioned not to as I might freeze my ears off.
I truly believe that this was real life. We would go to shows whenever they came, riding into town with horse and wagon. We had our
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own pond where we would cut our own ice, saw it in blocks, and
stow it away for the summer. A 2nd Lieutenant would receive the
great sum of $116 a month. A private now receives almost $100. The
time grew short for me, and I began to pack my goods. Believe it
or not, when I began to shake the hands of my comrades, bidding
them goodbye, there were tears in my eyes. It had been my home
for 3 years. We had all been through many a hardship, as well as
good times. I was happy every day I was in the service. I had no
regrets. I had no enemies.
The time came. I received my discharge from the Army, my health
record was excellent. Not one day of sickness; not many could say
as much. On my way home I stopped at Washington, D.C., and there
I visited many places, including George Washington's home. Everything in Washington looked good to me. I stopped at the White
House and waited for the President. He came in on horse-back; I
saluted him, and he saluted me. That was good enough for me.
Shortly after my arrival home my sister Lena was married. Who do
you suppose helped? That was expected, and I didn't mind.
I JOIN THE N A V Y

On November 4, 1902 I joined the Navy. Why did I make up my
mind to join? When I came home from the Army flush and full of
spirits, I wanted to go to work. My father suggested that I see the
Governor. He thought that with my being a soldier and home from
the War I was sure of getting a job. I told him it wouldn't work,
but he insisted. We both went and saw the Governor of Rhode
Island where my family now lived. The Governor received us kindly,
and I told him why we came to see him. He smiled and said, son.
I have college graduates waiting for an opening. I knew then that
with my schooling I who had never seen a college or even a high
school and who had only had 3 years schooling from age ten to thirteen-and-a-half did not have a chance. Father couldn't see it, but
finally I made him understand.
Then the thought came to me to be a letter carrier. I filed an
application at the post office and then started to study. I bought a
geography and knew where to find all the states, the main rivers, the
capitals, and so on. In the meantime I was working, doing all kinds
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of jobs. I helped father and got $3 a week. I tried to get a job in
a mill and was offered $6 a week. Then I became a fireman in a shop
on Aliens Ave. in Providence and made $9 a week. The time for
examination came. I took the test and waited and waited, but lost
patience and decided to join the Navy. I wanted to go into the
hospital corps, but there were no vacancies. So I joined the engineering group which meant starting in the fire room. What did I care.
I was on a ship. I was sent to Boston Navy Yard to an old ship where
all the recruits went. It was the old WABASH which was in the
service during the Civil War, and now it was tied to the dock. It was
roomy, and as long as it was a ship, a navy ship, I liked it. We all
slept in hammocks. The food was good, beans on Wednesday and
Sunday—Boston baked beans and Boston was famous for them.
There I met one whose friendship lasted for many a decade, his
name C. L. Smith. He was 6 foot 4I/2 inches tall, almost a foot taller
than I. He came directly from a farm, born in North Brookfield,
Massachusetts. We would go on leave together and understood each
other mighty well. He was a Greek scholar and also knew Latin. He
was really a fine chap. I was 2 years older than he, but I don't know
whether he is alive now.
In December we were sent to Kittery, Maine, our ship the U.S.S.
Raleigh, a cruiser which made a name for herself. Of that more later.
Staying in Kittery Navy Yard for a while was good for us. We used
to get liberty and go across on a ferry boat to Portsmouth, New
Hampshire, which was just across the river. It was pleasant there,
and it was winter time. Had I known about the Bahai Faith then
I surely would have taken a trip to Green Acre,10 which was only 4
miles from where we were. The food was good, our appetites were
better, so why complain. Inside of a month we were sent to Brooklyn
Navy Yard, and there we got ready for the trip to the Orient.
We loaded the ship with extra coal. After the bunkers were full,
we loaded coal on deck in bags. On both sides of the decks we packed
thousands of bags of coal. Then we covered them with canvas and
tied them. Every day we would shoot down bags of coal as fast as
we burned them up. It wasn't long before the deck was clean and
i»A Bahai summer school is conducted at Eliot, Maine, some tour or five miles
from Kittery.
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scrubbed snow white. I had nothing to do with that. I belonged to
the black gang, which was in the fire room. It didn't take me long
to be a fireman. I enjoyed working hard. It did me a lot of good,
and kept me in trim, or should I say in the pink. Off duty I would
walk the deck while 99 percent of the boys stayed below deck. It
was pleasant to drink in the fresh air. It sure was exhilarating. My
friend Smith stayed below decks, so I got me a pal by the name of
Sullivan. He was a quiet Irishman, very little to say. He was about
15 years older than I, but we got along just fine. My friend Smith
loved to discuss books, and so did I. He knew many things for a
farmer's son. T'was winter time when we left Brooklyn, N. Y. The
Atlantic Ocean was choppy, and the air was brisk and rather cold.
F I R S T CRUISE

What a difference; before I always hiked, and now I sailed the
briny deep. The wind blowing, the ship rolling, it took me some
time to train my legs and to learn to balance. I soon got used to it
and did not mind it at all when it really got rough.
It wasn't long before we passed by Gibraltar. It was some rock to
behold! We did not stop there then.
MARSEILLE

We stopped in Marseille, which is pronounced "Marsay." There
I went ashore and strolled on the main boulevard. It is a street that
runs for miles, trees on both sides and seats to rest. If you go into
a rest room you have to pay a small fee; but the trouble is there are
no doors and the family sits within sight. Of course it wasn't the
best neighborhood.
The street is alongside of the docks. For hours the two of us walked
the main street. As we stopped only for 24 hours we couldn't take
in too much. However we were both young, and so we walked hour
after hour. When we got hungry and were looking around for a
restaurant, a fine-looking gentleman stopped us and asked if he could
help us. We told him what we wanted. By the way, he spoke perfect
English. At that time, 1902, men wore moustaches and goatees. He
was dressed in fine clothes. He directed us to a fine restaurant, and
there we went and ordered a real meal. The food was excellent, and
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the music worth listening to. Incidentally, the band were all women,
and the were Austrians. I had never seen anything like them. They
were dressed just right. They all had classic features and looked very
intelligent. They played music that appealed to me very much. Then
and there I made a vow that I was going to learn to play some
instrument.
After we finished the meal, we went back to the docks. They had
stone steps; they were all very much worn. I inquired about the steps
and was told that the Children's Crusade had walked there. No
wonder they were so worn. My mind went back to the stories I had
read. You see I already had read about the Crusades. I was in luck
again this time. The one I went ashore with could speak French,
which made it easy for me. The city is an old city, and its history
is long. But "what can one do in twenty-four hours? By the way we
met a young man who spoke five languages. We talked quite a while.
I asked what his ambition was. You could have knocked me over
with a feather when he told us his ambition was to be a gentleman's
gentleman. His father was one. I looked at him, neat as a pin, well
dressed, and what an ambition!
We also met a young French soldier. He looked no more than 20.
My friend spoke to him and learned that he was in the Army. He
was married, had two children, and was perfectly contented, as the
government took care of everything. While I on the other hand was
dreaming of many things.
Late that night my shipmate and I decided to walk in the most
dangerous part of the city. I had read many stories of that city long
before I ever thought of being there. So we both walked, hoping some
one would try to hold us up. What funny looking places we walked!
T o tell the truth, we did not see a living soul.
VLLLEFRANCHE AND M O N T E

CARLO

We put in at Villefranche near Monte Carlo. It was a beautiful
place with good roads. One could go down to the waterfront. There
were many yachts there, anchored and slightly rolling, or rather gently
bobbing. Must be lots of millionaires around. They were the least
concern to me. I never lost any sleep thinking of them. It was a
pleasure riding around in a car. I would pay my fare and get a lot
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of change, but ask me what it was? I looked at it, but it was all Greek
to me. We rode a great deal on cars and busses. We would go to
Monte Carlo from there and watch the people go it. It was a dream
of mine to go in and make a bet, but no enlisted men were allowed.
Had we stayed long enough there I would have bought a civilian
suit and got in, but we had no time for that. One could see dozens
of yachts anchored around there. Thoughts would come to my mind
of riches and being able to do what I would like to. But after all,
one can dream.
Monte Carlo was a beautiful sight and the greatest gambling place
in the world. The Prince of Monaco makes his living from that
place. I walked down to it, but they wouldn't let me in, being in
uniform. Gol ding it! I only wanted to make one bet.
T H E SUEZ C A N A L

Soon we were on our way to the Suez Canal. The weather began
to get warmer and then hot. The Suez Canal itself is 98 miles long,
that is, the part they dug. After that you run over a sea. It is flat
all the way. So it was like digging a plain ditch. The first part of
the Canal runs from the Mediterranean Sea. From it you soon enter
the Red Sea. Africa is on the right—it is really Egypt. The ditch
allowed just room enough for a ship to go through. Each side was
continually being repaired. We went swimming in the open water;
we jumped in overalls and all. The water was really warm! As we
traversed the Canal, we could see families walking along the shore,
a whole string of children, the head of the family walking in the
lead, wife next, and the children trailing behind.
ADEN

Then we went on to Aden, Arabia, which was then controlled by
the British. Aden is a city well worth seeing. There my friend Smith
and I went sightseeing and sights we surely saw. First we had a
dinner, and what a dinner! It was hot, and we sat in a large dining
room, a large fan overhead. A native lay on the floor, a string tied
to his big toe, and there he was pulling the string back and forth
lying as unconcerned as any one could possibly be; and the fan moving
as his toe moved, keeping us quite comfortable. The fan was about
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8 feet wide. Price of the dinner, a real meal with everything imaginable, was just 75^ apiece. So for $1.50 both of us dined like kings.
After dinner we took in the town. We hired a carriage driven by
two horses and off we went. The heat was terrific, but we were
comfortable. Our inner selves were full, and we felt at peace with
the world.
Exposing the bust—No one paid much attention to the women's
lack of clothing above the waist. The women walked along with
easy stride. One in particular had a child strapped to her back and
was nursing him. How? You can imagine. This was a powerful young
woman and was able to extend her breast over her shoulders, and
the infant nursed contentedly. A common sight.
It is said that in Aden rain falls once every 11 years. The rocks
were dark from the heat. Yet Aden was a busy city. We came by a
well, the only one we saw. The name of the well was Solomon's Well.
Around the well was grass. I tried to imagine: Did Solomon really
build that well?
The people were really dark. I saw one person wearing a yarmulka." His face was that of a white man; his features were small
and delicate. I think he was Jewish. We did not stay there over
night, therefore had no chance to explore further.
COLUMBIA, CEYLON

We are now in the Indian Ocean heading for Colombia, Ceylon.
I believe it is an island. It is controlled by the British, and that is
evident wherever we walked; it is a world-famous city. It is kept
very clean and practically spotless. It is famous for its banyan trees.
What kind of a tree is it? The banyan tree does not grow too tall,
but the branches grow sideways and down into the ground again,
and from them another tree takes root, and so on. I've seen acre
after acre of banyan trees. I don't know what the wood is used for.
After all, we only stayed there 24 hours.
So we kept hopping around. I visited the museum. Ceylon is noted
for its tea. What caught my eye in the museum were the little
"Yarmulka, skull cap worn by Hebrew males in accordance with Orthodox
Jewish custom.
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baskets of tea and the prices marked on each basket. They ran as
high as five pounds British money for a pound of tea. I don't remember clearly what a pound was worth in dollars at that time. I think
it was $5 which would make the tea $25 a pound. The name of the
man who owned all that tea was Sir Thomas Lipton, whose tea is
famous all over the world. In fact, I brought some home.
The fact is, I was more interested in their religion. They were
Hindus of a different kind. When one died, they would leave the
body naked in the temple; and the vultures which hovered around
all the time would swoop down and leave nothing but the bones.
I went around visiting different temples. How much can one see
and take in in one day? I saw a place called the Temple of the
Tooth; I think that is what they called it. The structure looked like
teeth, or at least the shape of the stone. I watched as the natives
would pass by and put some flowers in front, pray, and walk away.
Coming back to the museum what interested me was an apple on
a plate inside the glass case and what do you suppose was written
there. Well, it is supposed to be part of the apple that Adam and
Eve took a bite of. Why they put that there I suppose was to impress
the natives about the story of Adam and Eve.
The people there drive around in rickshaws, so I took a few rides.
Just as there were beautiful sights, so also there were the opposite.
The people were hard working and quiet. I also visited the missionaries and those who worked for them. They could speak English,
were dressed better, and looked complacent. I spoke to one stenographer; the girl was pleasant and talked easily. The time soon
came to go back to the ship
We pulled out and headed for Singapore, the capital of Malay.
What a bustling place. It was a large city; I believe it had a population of several million people of many nationalities. The docks were
full of ships, loading and unloading continually. Broad streets, and
everywhere we went there was something new to see. There was one
trouble, however. Pay day was not until the next day, and we were
walking around without a dime. There were five of us together;
and as we walked by barroom after barroom with no money to buy
a drink, we would look into each saloon as we walked by. I had a
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purpose in so doing, you see. In the East all bars are attended by
women. As we walked by one I all at once noticed one who looked
Jewish. So I said "Let's go in here, but don't say anything, just
listen." We walked in and I addressed her in plain mamaloshen.18
She was very surprised, but wasn't sure that I was Jewish. So I kept
on talking for quite a while. I told her that I wanted to borrow $10
and that I would give it back the next day with interest. Her husband
was away, and she was afraid to take a chance. But I finally persuaded her, and she opened the drawer and handed me $10. I told
her we would be back later. So here we were with $10, and off we
went living the life of Riley. My pals looked at me and thought I
could speak any language.
Hours later we came back broke. We were riding in rickshaws and
had no money to pay them. I borrowed some more. But now the
gang was really hopped and could bearly stand on their feet. The
poor woman was scared to death, so I told her to lock the four in
one room and that there would be no trouble at all. In fact, I locked
the door myself. The next morning I told her to send her

